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oned hiiji to a chair in the neighbourhood of the
desk. He turned up the table lamp, switched off the
other lights in the room and sat down himself. In
the comparative gloom by the threshold his ap-
pearance had seemed to Granet fairly normal. But
now, with this fierce glare thrown upon him, he
had the air of a man in torture.
"You can tell your co-tenants this, Mr. Granet,"
he said, "and accept the same message yourself. I
speak to you as a possible executor of Lady Grass-
leyes' will. In the interests of the estate every one
of the tenants will receive a week's notice and any
one who chooses to leave before that time is wel-
come to do so."
Granet reflected for a moment.
**I can understand that you might find the run-
ning of the estate in its present form a little un-
sound from a financial point of view," he admitted,
"but how do you know that Miss Grassleyes, for
instance, shares your views? She probably will have
something to say about it. You are not likely to be
the only executor."
"You can adopt that view, if you choose, Mr.
Granet/* was the irritable reply, "but considering
you cannot have been here for more than a few
hours and that your baggage can hardly have ar-
rived, I cannot see what inconvenience you are put
to in being asked to leave at once."
Granet relapsed into a further brief silence. He
was still hesitating when he happened to glance up,
Spenser was leaning across the table, his protuberant
eyes widely open, his lips a little parted, a fierce